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Miss West dressed as near a man as to be no
matter. She wore a powdered wig and a coat
with brass buttons. It was said that in the even-
ing in her parlour she wore trousers. She
drank and, it was rumoured, smoked a long clay
pipe. She had a thin dried face with a long nose
and very bright keen eyes. Miss Pennyfeather
was very feminine, round and plump, pink and
white. But she was even more sarcastic and
cruel than Miss West in a quiet soft way. In
reality they were neither of them cruel, but gave
much in charity. They hated men and would
not, it was said, have one in the house. They
liked Judith greatly and would have seen much
of her had she wished it. She liked them also,
but was not in Keswick sufficiently.

She knocked on the door, was admitted by
their little maid Betty, and found them by the
fire in the parlour. Miss West reading to Miss
Pennyfeather from one of the novels of Mrs,
Cuthbertson.

They were enchanted to see Judith.

Miss West threw Mrs, Cuthbertson on to
the floor, crying in a deep bass voice: ' This is
Stuff!'

Then they had supper off cold chicken,
rhubarb pie and cheese and, after that, played
cards very frivolously. Miss West told some scan-
dalous stories about the curate of Crosthwaite,
about the wife of a coal-merchant who had
recently come into money and set up his carriage,
and a French poodle owned by the eccentric Mrs.
Mason, a widow. They all laughed very much